SIR PHILIP SIDNEY

Shepherd Song

AS I my little flock on Ister bank

(A little flock, but well my pipe they couth)

Did piping lead, the sun already sank

Beyond our world, and ere I got my booth,

Each thing with mantle black the night doth scoth,

Saving the glow-worm, which would courteous be

Of that small light oft watching shepherds sec.

The welkin had full niggardly enclosed

In coffer of dim clouds his silver groats,

Icleped stars; each thing to rest disposed;

The caves were full, the mountains void of goats;

The bird's eye closed, closed their chirping notes:

As for the nightingale, wood-music's king,

It August was, he deign'd not then to sing.

Amid my sheep, though I saw naught to fear,

Yet (for I nothing saw) I feared sore;

Then found I which thing is a charge to bear:

As for my sheep I dradded mickle more

Than ever for myself since I was bore.

I sat me down, for see to go ne could,

And sang unto my sheep lest stray they should.

The song I sang old Lanquet had me taught:
Lanquet, the shepherd best swift Ister knew,
For clerkly rede, and hating what is naught,
For faithful heart, clean hands, and mouth as true,
With his sweet skill my skill-less youth he drew
To have a feeling taste of Him that sits
Beyond the heaven, far more beyond our wits.

He said, the music best thilk powers picas'd
Was jump concord between our wit and will,
Where highest notes to godliness are rais'd,
And lowest sink not down to jot of ill;
With old true tales he wont mine cars to fill,
How shepherds did of yore, how now they thrive,
Spoiling their flock, crewhilc twixt them they strive.